A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S    LAND
sold boots and khaki to the War Office! - and con-
quer the rudiments of platoon and company drill,
under the shadow of Slieve Donard, in the beautiful
park of the young Lord Annesley who gave his life
for country in the early days. Soon the wintry-
weather drives us into billets, but before Christmas
is upon us we are ensconced in a tin camp of our
own at Ballykinlar, with the loth Rifles alongside
us and 8th and i5th not far off.
It is not possible to raise a regiment or battalion
in billets with any degree of satisfaction or hope of
efficiency. The barrack rooms and the officers' and
sergeants' messes are the places where discipline is
forged and character moulded. Till now, we have
been only existing, but with new quarters, we start
to live.
It is no easy task to knock a thousand men into
orderly shape with only the help of ex-non-commis-
sioned officers, themselves in need of refreshing, and
thirty officers of low rank - second lieutenants - all
on the square and quite devoid of military know-
ledge. Yet this is being done, and for it the credit
is largely due to one Membry-now Captain and
Adjutant-an old colour-sergeant of the line.
Membry had no war service, which was not his
fault; but he knew his drill, he knew the routine of
orderly room and regiment and he 'knew the ropes'
as few whom I have ever met.